Siam
the old temple.   He also assumes poses which
are not natural, are not possible (the poses of
the bas-reliefs,  always); his  youthful  limbs
have been adapted from very early days to
these exigencies of tradition.   In his train the
whole army of monkeys  invades the scene:
young girls again, little princesses masked like
scarecrows, but whose rising breasts are out-
lined underneath the flimsy coverings of costly
silks.   And the business is, for this astonishing
but little redoubtable cohort to go to the rescue
of fair Sita, whom the demons hold captive,
a very long way off, on an island. . . . We are
in the midst of the Ramayana, and the same
spectacles were once enacted,  no doubt, at
Angkor-Thorn, the same costumes were worn
there.    This evening I am able to imagine,
better than ever before, what were the splendours
of the old legendary town.    Days that we
thought were dead and done for ever come
to life again before our eyes.    But it is no
effort of the imagination which thus recon-
stitutes them*   The simple truth is that nothing
has changed here, whether in the souls of men
or in the secrets of palaces, since the heroic
ages.    In  spite  of its  diminished  outward
seeming,  this fallen Cambodian people has
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